Beyond such pale imitations of Allen, Knapp's analysis of Whitman's life and character has little to offer, and in fact a good many statements are misleading or false or hopelessly vague: we learn, for example, that "Whitman was not a thinking type," but that rather, for him, "Body and feeling emerged virtually simultaneously with the spiritual orientation, the orientation of the soul" (35). Or we learn that "Whitman's untitled essay prefacing Leaves of Grass . .. explained his very personal approach to punctuation, including his frequent use of ellipses" (36) . (Anyone searching the 1855 Preface for Whitman's explanations about why he punctuated as he did will be sorely disappointed.) Or we learn that "many women endorsed Whitman's poetry, because of ... his help in mounting a campaign for women's rights" (46). (He knew women's rights activists and espoused equality in his poetry, but if Knapp has found evidence for his actual involvement in a women's rights campaign, she does not offer it.) Some of the comments on poems are simply bizarre, as when we are told, with no further explanation, that "Beat! Beat! Drums!" is "a poem that was to go down in history" (48) . As for Whitman's sexuality, we are told he "never had a girlfriend" (27) and that, "judging from the poet's life-style and his writings, including his correspondence, one may conclude-although not with certainty -that he was homosexual." Knapp seems to take Whitman to task for not outing himself: "The gist of his statements focused on speaking openly and brazenly about how one feels concerning one's secret inclinations. So far as is known, however, Whitman never did" (35) .
The second part of the book focuses on Whitman's works, and Knapp offers readings that are often highly allusive, suggesting Hindu, Buddhist, and Neoplatonic echoes, and making casual comparisons to figures as diverse as Poe, Hawthorne, Nietzsche, and Saint Teresa of Avila. There are promising moments, as when Knapp cites Whitman's notes on Phaedrus in discussing Calamus, or when she uses Thomas Laqueur's work on body and gender to read "I Sing the Body Electric," but these moments pass too quickly and remain undeveloped. Too often, the commentary is simply summary, again a kind of Masterplots approach to the work. Knapp proceeds poem by poem (and short story by short story), but there are odd omissions (no commentary on DrumTaps, "When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom'd," or "Starting from Paumanok," for example) and an absence of guiding principles. The result is a fragmented presentation of Whitman's work. Miller's Walt Whitman remains a far more satisfying and trustworthy introduction. In this miniature book, Stephen Mitchell presents what he calls a "conflated version" of "Song of Myself." He uses the 1855 version of the poem as his "main source" but has adopted "any revision that seemed to be even a minor
